N the laft, jJust past
© the weather ben's
nest, and not more
than two steps from the
box where they keep the
cuckoo, there s the long
bed where roses bloom all
the year round. And they
grow like this wso that
Columblne may always
bave one to stick in her
halr, and that odd, mock-
ing, soft-hearted cynie Pler-
Columbine, rot may cull one now and
again o twiddle between his teeth,

If you know the way, and the Chesldre cat will
Iet you, you walk down the garden path, past the
butterfly lime, and arrive at the neatest llitle
cottage In Olympus.

Now this Is the dwelling place of the Harle-
quin set—Harlequin, Columbine, Clown and Pan-
taloon. It Is one cottage In a little colony on
the lower slopes of Mount Olympus (where the
high gods dwell: Jupiter and the like), and s
most lmportant because [t contalns the oldest
inhabitants.

The Clerk of the Weather llves a little higher
up. The Four Queeps and Kings live In a square
of pagoda-dike houses, and are walted upon by the
Koaves. Plerrot and Plerrette live in romantie
#éclusion by a pool in & tumble-down place cov-
ared with blue ropes. And away behind the
flelds of stara whara the flocks of clouds graze,
there Is another village where the Seven Prin-
cedses live, and the Third S8on and an Ogre, and
& Talking Rabbit, and all those pecullar and
besutiful people who are entangled in our minds
with the memorles of night nurseries, and the
scent of our mothers who bent over us In won-
derful tollettes, and told ug to go to sleep, or
they'd be late for dinner,

When it gets to be about Christmas there Is
& sort of aroma of excitement on the lower slopes
of Olympus, and, especlally in the house where
Harlequin lves—a dellcious sense of something
exciting bappening.

Columbine opens the 1ld of the well that looks
down onto the world, and there comes up a mur-
mur of children’s volces, and you can hear the
quaintest things being sald about the hanging
up of stockings, and about Santa
Claus and the likely width of chim-
neys, and the running power of
reindeer, And there 18 a tremendous
rustle of colored paper, and a great
run on almonds and ralsins, and
quite respectable citizens stand In
front of shop windows gazing At
dolls and ‘dolls gaze back at them,
so that the cftizens go back forty
years at 4 rsh, and the rush is so
great sometimes that they gel lears
in their eyes; for memory I8 quick-
er than motor cars, and tho road it
travels s often dark and broken.

80 Columbine leaves the top of
the well open all day and all night,
#nd all the people In her cottage
sleap with their windows open, so
that the sweetly laden air comes up
and glves them wonderful dreams.
It does moré than that, It waves
the branches of the Christmas tree
that grows at the bottom of the
garden, near the pausage frames,
and very soon candles begin to bud
on its branches,

Now when the candles begin to
get ripe, which happens at the same
time that geese and turkéys hang
in rows In shops and grow rosattes
all over them, Harlequin takes an
old, oaken plpa from a cupboard un-
der the stairs, and they all sit round
while he puts it to his lips and
blows,

As he plays, dreams come to them
of thelr anclent days, for Harlequin
s first cousin to Mercury, and wears
n black mask to hide the light of
his face when he vigita Columbine,
who Is Psyche, the Soul; the Clown
{s Momus, the S8pirit of Laughter;
and Pantaloon i8 Charon, who has
that grim work of ferrying the souls
over the Styx.

There's an odd link of memories
and of things held all th;augh the
centurfes, but the most charming ls
this: Columbine i8 o flower-like per
gon, and there is a flower called Columbine, and
it 18 so called because it Ig like four doves with
outspread wings, and the French dove is colombe,
and the dove is the symbol of the soul. So the
world Is never allowed to forget beautiful things,
even if the burden of history 1s borne on the
back of a flower. And the god-like glow and glit-
ter of Mercury's limbs still shows in the glisten-
ing sequins on Harlequin'as clothes, parti-colorad
as they have mlways been, to show how he cov-
ered his nakedness with rags,

All this, beautified by the essence of Time, lHke
things put away in a cedar chest, comes back
when Harlequin blows on his pipe that air the
shepherds learnt In Greece from Pan.

The next night Clown will take out another
kind of pipe, a long churchwarden of white clay,
and fill ft with tobacco, and then as the fragrant
clouds roll up into the rafters, memories come
of all the great people of the Harlequinades they

.play down in the warld, all Inspired by them, and

they see the figure of Tarlaton, who was the first
clown, and Invehted the very clothes they now
wear, hand In hand with Grimaldl, that great
clown. And they seem to see all the great Italian
Harlequins, and the dainty French Columbines,

you know Lhai eMerly gentlemen In the
smell that magie tobaeco, or something
it, and they forget their paunches, or thelr

d they sit and dream of the time
went to thelr first pantomime? Was it
“Cinderells,” or “Beauty and the Beast”? Or was
It that splandid thing
“Mother Goose,” or that en-
trancing production “The
Yellow Dwarf”?

Such things are conjured
up by just that one pipe of
tobacco smoked in (he cot-
tage on Olympus, and on
that night a gentle breeze
blows up through the well,

‘laden with the polgnant,
eternal memories of child-
hood, and the candles on
the Christmas tree are

Pantaloon.

all raady to be lighted. They are so ready that
when Pantaloon locks out of his window before
making up his face for the day he sees that
the candles have burat into flame-flowers in the
nlght,

Then Columbine takes out a pipe, and she puts
some magic soap Into nedtar and stirs it round
with the bowl of the pipe untll frothy sudes ap-
pear. And then she blows bubbles that fioat up
and out of the window until they reach the
Christmas tree, when they turmm Into greac, glit-
tering glass balls, all sorts of colors, and show
pletures of the world all colored and shining,

The children in the World look up and think
they see Harlequin and Columbine floating down
as gently as feathers, but they don't say so be-
cause thelr elders would only tell them it was

the clouds. But it {8 Harlequin and Columbins,
and Pantaloon end Clown [follow soon after,
bringing the Christmas
tree with them,

Now their work begins,
each to his own Jjob and
Columbine to hers. Clown
to praparing the laughter
that must gpring up In
this season, and ripple as
easlly as a barley fleld
in a breeze. Harlequin to
hils magile, for common
things must appear beau-
tiful now, and a penny
must buy the wealth of the
Indies. And FOSESE Pantaloon to

stirring up old memories in dull people, so that
uncles must remember all their nephews In re-
membering when they were nephews themselves,
and had a pecullar hunger at Christmas.

Columbine is awfully practical. Her sentiment
extends from the Joy of watching the making of
baby-clothea to the pleasure of remembering to
put nice soap in the spare rooms. It Is she who
gees that children get the right presents, and
when they don't it 1s not her fault, but the fault
of some stupld person in i shop.

It 18 she who suggests the secret.delight of
keeping presents hidden at the boitom of the
wardrobe; and it Is sh® who suggeats thp secret
delight of peering at children when they are
asleep.
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.worh_l had enough to eat; when you hated tb go

‘Bownk to listen over the bannisters to the volces

throne of justice and mercy, for you burled your
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of the good old tmes!
Holly and mistlétoe and
robins, and church ' bells
gounding over the snow.
And hampers all packed to
ba sent away, and plenty
to eal at homa.

And then Columbine
gteals up to the windows,
and taps them with the
rose from her halr, and
she whispers:

“Open, open to me &ll
you who have no children Harlequin.
and po friends and no beps, and I will be the
warm, nestling thing you covet for your frozen
hearts, and you shall feel my soft cheek against
yours tfll the tears come and your heart takes
life ugain. You shall give joy to other people's
children. And if you have no friends who have
children, are there not a thousand, thousand chil-
dren who have no frlends? Go to them, and give
them all you can, and you will be rewarded al-
most more than you can bear, for there |8 a link
between thosé who suffer. Are there not some
you have forgotten or neglected? This lonely
man, that lonely woman whom you have left un-
cared for, perhaps for years. Put on your hat
and your coat, and put your heart on your sleeve,
50 that all may know your errand.’

To see her plending before black, sombre houses
whereé a thin light shines under a blind; to see
her face pressed against the window of some big
manglon where o man or a woman sits alone with
hearts llke stone; to see her tears a8 she essays
to melt an aching heart is to see something so
touching and beautiful that one almost wonders
the doors and windows are not instantly openad
to"ldmll the spirit of love ghe begs for so pitl
fully,

“Look at yourselves, Mesaleurs et Mesdames
Impartance, and remember the funny lttle things
you used to be when you bit at coral and bellg
and woré bibs, and thought everybbdy In the

to bed early, and crept downstairs in your night-

In the dining room; when no jam for tea was a
tragedy. '‘And when your mother's knee was the

head there with bher band in your
hair, and forgot to be afraid of the
dark." |

Columbine has her own very par
tucular work, and she calls it In
her mind ‘Secret Delights. She calla
It that because she delights in mak-
ing up odd names' for emotions, as,
for instance, when she pointed out
two lovers to me one day in the
spring, who were seated under a
hedgs, . vellow-flushed with prim-
roses; they were holding hands and
looking at the hllls beyond just as
if aome. wonderful thing was ahout
to come over the hills to tell them
what their feelings meant. And the |
pepee was so great and the moment |
g0 held that the World seemed to
have stopped breathing, and some
thing superhuman 4o have pouged
out, a cup of stillness. And she |

“galled It Liquid Velvet. A Liquid
Valvet moment. And. ] understood.
' It §§ Columbine who watches that

. beautiful eomedy of the newly mar
ried, who steal about their house
hand-in-hand, fearful of waking the
very new servants, fearful of creak-
ing the boards as they gaze enrap-
tured on the very new furniture,
looking with joy on the very naw
pots and pans in the kitchen, turn.
Ing the electric lights up and down
all over the place to see the effect
in their new bedroom. And he has
e dreadful brooch for her hidden
where he keeps his ragors; and she
has knitted him a tie he will have
to wear, But it Is all perfectly
beautiful.

Someone wrote the other day that
people who read are more interest-
ed, nowadays, in business than in
love, and I'm so sorry for that man.
He |8 more blind than 1 thought
anybody conld be. Business may be
the means to an end, but Love i
the beginning and the end. And it

There are Pagan Salnts who find Arcadia every-
where. Pan pipes as much in the crowded city
a8 on Mount Ida when the sun fs high. And
ColumiMne finds roses where the world sees
thorns; and Harlequin fnds magle in motor
‘buses; and Pantaloon digs away, for pleasant
memories in the most unlikely places, and finds
them bright and clean, and as good as new.

These half-gods of mine (and wyours) come
down at Christnas to correct the bilious attitude
of -the rest of the year.

They come to gsow those
seads thal grow to flow-
ers in the still innocent
hearts, They are the influ-
ence that makes you
glve & man fifty cente
instead of a quarter. And
the being who says
that the bus- inesa of life
weighs more than the sen-
timent had better hang
up bis stock- ing on Christ-
mas Eve, and gee what it
fesls like to i aatar find nothing

but & hols fn it in the morning.

And when It s dark these four quaint figures

flit through the country, city, town and village
like conspirators, Harlequin tapping doors and
windows with his magiec wand. “Open, open!”
he cries to the Spirit of Christmas. “Let the
rich uncle reward his needy nephew, and the
unforgiving father his repentant son. Mothers,
forget to be jealous of your elder daughter’s
growing beauty. Children, forget your spite and
naughtiness. Leét's be old-fushioned. Let's be
lieve in ghosts. Il tell you ghost-stories, stories
of yourselves when you were children and played
Pirates on the stairs.

And Clown says as he taps on the doors with
hig red-hot poker:

“Open, open, you old grousers! And let the
Spirit of Fun come (nto this house. Romp a bit,
and lose your twopenny dignity, for pompous
stiffness makee the gods laugh."

Pantaloon, taking his turn, tapa with his walk-
ing-stick, and says:

“Open, open, and let in the flood of memorlea
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is just at this seasen that Love
makes business: hence the shops full of gifts
Imagine a poet writing:

“Cent. per cent. the moon s rising,
Watch the stocks upon the bank;
Rubber shares are too surprising,
Speculators are sarmising
Who the deuce they have to thank!™

No one can get a heartbeat out of that, and
whatever your business man gayg, he knows he
gete all the good in his life out of heartheats,

So this Christmas Spirit creeps about the world
mocked at, scorned, but aliva yet. And you whe
feel these things may one night see this quain!
quartet at worlky pcrhaps for a second at' the cop
ner of your street, perhaps just vanlshing down
the drive, or moving swiftly down a country
lane. And you may say wonderingly: *“Tt Is o
cobweb, a moth, and the branch of s tree, and
the starlight makes them look like—like some
thing I remember."

But I tell you who they are—Harleqain, Colum:
bine, Clown and Pantaloon. And if you hear a
child’s laugh ring out suddenly, and it brings a
new, quick emotion, one of them has conguered
you!

The splirit of Christmas doean’t cling to presents
in proportion to thelr cost—nnless you are very
rich; and if youn are very rich the volce of the
joweler and of the furrier and of the motor car
maker will seem to you as wiee as the word of a
happy poor man, though he were a philosopher.

mple and genuine and glad—strike these notes
and the chimes will be
very melodiously for yom
and for those whom you try
to make happy. And re
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(OLD DUTCH - HOUSE

Dwelling in Staten Island Was
Built About 1634.

Bought In 1848 for $3,000 by Father of
Present Owner, Who Has Lived in
It Ever 8ince—Never Married;
Never Loved a Woman.

New York—The oldest mansion and
ecolonial house on Staten Island la at
Willow Brook, & secluded and pletur
esque place, a mile from Port Rich-
mond. It is supposed to have been
bullt shortly after the arrival of the
first Dutch gettlers on Btaten Island
in 1634.

The old mansion has ten rooms.
The walls of fleld stone, gathered near
by, are two feet thick, keeping out the
cold In winter and the heat In sum-
mer. The flooring in the bedrooms
is two feet wide and two inches thick,
and, llke the rafters in the roof, were
hewn with an ax. The other parts of
the bullding that decayed were re
placed with modern lamber.

An old Duteh oven, wherein a
week's haking for the family was done
at one time, {8 in the same state of
neatness and order as when the good
Duteh hansfrau left It In readiness for
her next baking day.

There are beautiful rosewood te-
blea, cheirs and other pleces of an-
tique and colonial furniture in the
mansion that would fill the heart of
an antiquarian with joy.

The present owner and oeccupant,
Samuel W. Btandring, now sevenly-
two, has lived In it since he was
soven years old. In 1848 the 20 acres
of land and the mansjon were pur-
chaged by his father, Samuel W.
Standring, for $3,000. Part of the man-
elon is rented to-a young couple

“I was born !n Lepwich, Yorkshire,
Fngland, and ecame to Staten Island
with my parents when seven yenrs of
age,” sald Mr. Standring. “I had twe
glsters. One dled young, and the other
fs marrled to my neighbor, Jozeph
Sykes, I am a steel comb maker by
trade, and began work when [ was
twelve years old In my father's nlll,
which 18 now run by me.

“I come from a*family of steel comb
makers, My father, my grandfather
and my greatgrandfather were stoel
comb makers.

"“In 1889, my father, then seventy-
seven, began to fail In health, and
wishing to be burfed with hils kin in
Lepwich churchyard, he tried to get
my mother to return to England with
him. She refused and he started alone,

Oldest Home on Staten Island.

but died on shipboard in sight of land.
His body was carried ashore, however,
and buried in Lepwich churchyard.

“T have never marrled; I never
loved & woman. There were times
when I felt lonely, and thought I
might marry {f 1 could mest a good,
gentle, kindly, heme-loving woman, I
never met one, and it is too late now.
I have this consolation, though; I
naver mada the mistake of marrying a
woman without love and then break-
ing her heart because I was disap-
pointed.”

CAVE-INS ADD ZEST TO GOLF

Extra Hazards Break Into Games or
Unique Links at Scranton,
Pa,

Seranton, Pa—Whila playing golf
on the links of the Scranton Country
club Rev, J, H, Odell and Velentine
Bliss discovered that tha course
passed the unigue character, that In
addition to the regular hazards, new
ones are appearing dafly. Doctor
Odell was preparing for a long drive
and spproached his ball with a well
delivered Btroke, The ball ascended
and after a long trajectory descended
into a mine cave thirty feet in depth.
It was a hazard that could not be
spproached and the game ended.

A bell mine cave In the Cathedral
cemetery, one hundred feet from the
Hoban Memorial cha wrecked five
were up-
tilted and one casket broken in half,
exposing the corpse. The cave was
thirty. feet in dlameter and about the
same depth,

HEIRS SETTLE BACK TAXES

|| Bavarian Government Collects on

Property Which Was Under-
valued by Owner.

Munich—The Bavarian government
bas discovered one way of recovering
taxes where & man has under ap-

his property and income, and

is, after his death, to coilect fromi
helrs. The helrs of the late Herr
von Clomm, formerly president of the
dist, or parlisment, have had to pay
over $115,000 back tsxes upon the
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It is & duty of Aoy
the kidneys to rid
the blood of urie
acid, mn irrigating
poison that fs con-
sianfly forming io-
side.

When the kid-
peys fail, uric acid
caunses theomalic
attacks, heacache,
dizziness, gravel,
urinary ftronbles,
weak eyes, dropsy
or heart disense,

Doan's Kidne
Pills help the kitﬁ
noys fight off aric
acid=bringing

A HIDDEN DANGER]
) P

weik kidneys and
relief from backache and vrinary illa

A MICIMIGAN CARE.

Mra G, W, Bargoer, 40§ Sherman Ave.
Corunna, Mich., says: “The paing through
the amall of my back were so govere thal
sametimes 1 could not get out of & ohalr
It 1 wtooped, I would nesrly topple over,
1 had awful dlsay spells and my house-
work wis 4 burdon. Dran’s Kidney Pills
helped me from the first and eontinued

use entlrely cured me”
Csot Doan's st Any Drog Stors, 80c & Box
KIDNEY

DOAN’S "M%
FOSTER-MILBURN CO,, Buffalo, New York

. PI50'S REMEDY.

by Beat Oough Byray. Twsiva Good, Tse
v in time. Bold by Demgeisia.

‘FOR COUGHS ARD COLDS

e ]

Most of the so called theatrical stare
are rockets,

NOT ¥IT FOR LADIES

Puobllo sentiment shonld be against (L and we bo.
Herve it s, thore can be oo resson why ledies skooid
hive to gilffer with besdaglies and nooraigis, -
porially when Hunt's Lightoing il gives snith
f:rumpt rellef. Itls slmply a quoatlon of gotting Ule
ndinsio try 1L Mmru“r-u sell Hunt's uining
Ull o 30 and 0c bottles. Ady.

Transmigrating Turkey.

“The only time 1 ever belioved In
the transmigration of souls was one
frosty November afterncon on my
Indlana farm.”

The speaker was George Ade, the
humorist.' He continued:

“It was & day or two before Thanks-

glving., The trees were bare. The
flelds were a russoet brown color. To-
ward me over those russet flelds
stritted a very plump, very large,

very young uturkey.

. “Then it was that an ardent bellef
In the doetrine of metempsychosia
seized mb,

““You,' 1 sald to the superb bird,
‘vou arg now & turkey. And you will
die tomorrow. But, cheer up. Your
next transmigration will be into the
body of n humorist not unknown te
fame.'"

i . +iThere Were Others.

You slghed the rejected lover,
“woild find your name written In im-
‘périshablé ‘charatters on my heart
colld youl but look.”

“Bo," ‘Wmurfmured the fair young
thing-who was aware of the fact that
the swaln had been playing Romeo
at the seaside for something lke 20
years: “S8o? Then you must have a

 jsheatt 1ik¢' & local directovy by thiy

timd,"—Tit-Tiss,

Father's Admiration,

Mrs. Bhortley was discussing the
fatest fashions with a young lady
caller. ¥ .

“Dd you say your husband wasa
fond of those elinging gowns, Mae?”

“Yes, he likee one to cling to
me for about three years."—Lipplo
colt's Magazine,

Very Much So,

“When Mrs, Jibbetts was asked why
she neglected her friends so, ghe gave
a bald excuse."

“What was t?"

“Tha baby.”

Gloomy Outlook.
“It's golng to be a hard winter."
“How can you tell?"
“By the size of the salary I'm gets
ting."”

NEVER TIRES
Of the Food That Restored Her to
Health,

"Bomething was making me il and
[ didn't know the cause,” writes a
Colo. voung lady: “For two years [
was thin and slckly, suffering from In.
digestion and Inflammatory rheuma-
tism,

“T had tried different kinds of diet,

and many of the remedies recommend-
ed, but got no better,

“Finally, Mother suggested that I
try Grape-Nuts, and 1 began at once,
eating it with a liiile cream or milk.
A change for the better began at onos,

“To-day I am well and am gaining
weight and strength all the time. I've
galned 10 Ibs. In the last five weeks
and do not suffel any more from Ine
digestion, and the rheumatism is all
gone.

“I know It is to Grape-Nuts, alone.
that 1 owe my restored healtl I stilk
eat the food twice a day and' never
tire of it.” Name given by Postum
Co,, Battlea Creek, Mich,

The flavour of Grape-Nuts;is peouliar
to itself. It is neutral, not too sweet
and has an agreeable, healthful quatity
that never grows tiresoma,

One of the sources of sheumatism Is
from overloading the system with
ncld material, the result of imperfect
dlgastlon and assimilation,

As soon os improper food I8 aban-
doned and Grape-Nuts Is takea regu:
larly, digestion I8 made sirong, the
organs do thelr work of huilding up
good red bloo@ eells und of carrying
away the excess of disease-making
material from the system,

The result is a certain and steady
return to normal heaith and mental
activity. “There's & reason.” Read
the little book, “The Road to Wall
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